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of that piteous sight> and the holy thoughts that she had in
the meantime, which were so subtle and heavenly that she
could never tell them after, as she had them in feeling.
Later, she went forth in contemplation, through the
mercy of Our Lord Jesus Christ, to the place where He
was nailed to the Cross. And then she saw the Jews, with
great violence, rend off Our Lord's Precious Body a cloth
of silk, which had cleaved and hardened so firmly and
straitly to Our Lord's Body with His Precious Blood, that
it drew away all the hide and all the skin off His Blessed
Body, and renewed His Precious wounds, and made the
blood run down all about on every side.
Then that Precious Body appeared to her sight as raw
as a thing that was newly flayed out of the skin, full
piteous and rueful to behold. And so had she a new
sorrow, so that she wept and cried right sore.
And anon, afterwards, she beheld how the cruel Jews
laid His Precious Body on the Cross, and then took a long
nail, rough and coarse, and set it on one hand, and, with
great violence and cruelty, they drove it through His
hand. His Blissful Mother beholding — and this creature
— how His Precious Body shrank and drew together with
all the sinews and veins in that Precious Body for the pain
that It suffered and felt, they sorrowed and mourned and
sighed full sore.
Then saw she, with her ghostly eye, how the Jews
fastened ropes on the other hand —for the sinews and
veins were so shrunken with pain that it might not come
to the hole that they had bored for it — and pulled there-on
to make it meet with the hole. And so her pain and her
sorrow ever increased. And then they dragged His
blissful feet in the same manner.
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